I3o              OUT OF MY COFFIN
window in the parlour, through which only a vague
form of a nun could be seen.
I remember quite distinctly going as a little girl to
see my aunt at this convent. I can still see the bare
parlour with a big crucifix, which hung on a white
wall, and see the two wooden chairs placed in front
of the " grille/' and I can still feel the rather fright-
ened beats of my heart when I heard the small
shutter being drawn back from the grating. Then,
whoever brought me to the convent, either my
parents or Nana, lifted me up on one of the chairs,
and my little face used to be level with my aunt's.
I could not discern her features very well, but I
could see her large dark eyes, which my father
told me had always been noted for their brilliancy.
So fascinated was I by them, that I poked my baby
finger through the " grille " to try and touch them,
as a result of which I was hastily hauled down from
my chair.
This convent used also to make very special biscuits
which my aunt sent us at Christmas and Easter.
Another of my guardians was Onorato Caetani,
Duke of Sermoneta, one of my father's greatest
friends. He had married a Miss Wilbraham and lived
at the Palazzo Caetani, a beautiful palace in the
picturesquely named Via delle Botteghe Oscure
(Street of the Dark Shops.)
Duke Mario Grazioli likewise was an old friend of
the family.
My fourth guardian was Giuseppe Serafini, who
had married Maddalena Vitelleschi, my first cousin,
daughter of my uncle, Giulio. Giuseppe's brother,
Cardinal Serafini, is to-day very near the Pope, and
has a great position in the Vatican.